
It is understood by many of us that being smart can 
sometimes be a disability. That may sound like a 
contradiction of terms, but the reality is that it’s 
hard to be different. How many of us have words in 
our working vocabulary that most people don’t see 
outside of a dictionary, and sometimes get accused 
of trying to “sound smart”? How many of us have 
pretended to not know something so that others 
don’t feel threatened by the fact that we knew it? 
It’s hard to be different. This is what makes the 
Annual Gathering so appealing to some of us. We 
know that we aren’t likely to stand out when there, 
since what makes us different in the real world 
makes us the same when we’re together.  

This last weekend I had the opportunity to help out 
at the Arc’s Buddy Club Prom. It was a chance for 
the Life Skills students of each local high school to 
hang out with the general education student bud-
dies that had taken them under their wings during 
the normal school day. Unlike the regularly sched-
uled lunch dates, this was a formal affair where 
students arrived in ties, tiaras, sparkle, and splen-
dor. Several of students, that I have come to know 
and love while doing my special education practi-
cum, arrived by the limousine ride that was an early 
graduation present from their teachers. The prom 
itself was composed of a potluck, where no one 
cared how much you ate just as long as you feasted, 
followed by a dance, where no one cared what you 
looked like just as long as you were dancing. Being 
there I couldn’t help but realize that the Buddy 
Club Prom was, for all intents and purposes, an 
Annual Gathering. Just like our gathering, what 
made these students different when they were out 

Back by Popular* Demand  
As mention in earlier editions, the positions of Webmaster and 
Newsletter Editor are paid positions that are renewed on an an-
nual basis. Payment comes in the form of membership dues (and 
equates to about 5¢ an hour.) At the January dinner it was voted 
unanimously that the positions will be retained by the current individuals.  

 
*In this case “popular” refers to the fact that no one had complained too loudly about the work 
being done, and no one else asked for the job for themselves.   

Dancing With Ourselves  
in the real world, made them the same when they 
were together.  

If you fold a bell curve down the middle, the two 
opposite sides touch for the first time, and you 
can’t help but notice how amazingly alike they really 
are. They are two groups that differ from the norm, 
tend to stand out, and overcome daily hurdles that 
are unique to their situation. We aren’t all that 
different from each other, although those in the 
middle might find that idea too bizarre at best. It 
can be lonely on the outskirts of the bell curve, but 
loneliness was not really an issue at the Buddy Club 
Prom, nor do I imagine it will be at the Annual 
Gathering. Two events, one purpose, one basic 
group of people that are anything but basic. 

If you have any doubts about the validity of my the-
ory I invite you to investigate it for yourself. The 
Arc’s website is http://arcoftricities.com and their 
phone number for volunteering is 509-783-1131 ext 
102. A second Mensa awaits you; go out and make a 
new friend. 

 

Nancy 
McClenahen 

Chinook Editor 
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Upcoming 
Events: 
 
Dinner– Every 4th 

Saturday of the 

month @ 6:00 

 
April 2011: Inca  
Mexican Restaurant, 
1825 Leslie Rd.,  
Richland 

May 2011:  
Tri Teriyaki,  
5431 W. Van Giesen, 
West Richland 

Movie Night– Every  
3rd Saturday of the 
month @ 6:00 

Contact Tim Dees at 
m@ mdees.com 

 

Brunch‐  Every 1st 
Saturday of the 
month in Ellensburg 
@ 11 a.m. 

Palace Cafe ,  
323 N Main Street,  
Ellensburg 
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There are concerns of members and local officers about the motion on the March AMC agenda regarding members’  
enewsletter (or epublications) flags. 
 
Distribution of local newsletters electronically or distribution of a newsletter less-frequently is happening more often as 
groups try and save money while still providing service to their members. Some groups are sending everyone possible an 
electronic newsletter and require members to actively ask for paper if they want more than a minimal and/or postcard ver-
sion. 
 
Per the ASIEs, groups do not have to send paper newsletters to everyone every month. The policy states that groups must 
send a quarterly calendar and notify members of meetings and elections. ASIE 1995-024 states: “Local groups must have 
both a membership and a business meeting in each quarter, notice for which must be communicated to the 
members of the Local Group, as well as publish a regular newsletter or calendar of activities at least quarter-
ly.”  
 
In order to better accommodate groups who wish to save money by sending an electronic newsletter to their members and 
in light of upcoming postal changes that will make print distribution difficult for some groups*, wording was included in the 
March agenda to facilitate this transition.  
 
Note, though, that the motion only changes the “default” distribution for those members who have not selected print or elec-
tronic via their member profiles. The wording of the motion on the March agenda reads: 
 
"As of July 1, 2011, electronic delivery is the default release for members to receive Local Group newsletters. 
Members may, via their online profile or by contacting the National Office, select print delivery of their group newsletters. 
Members who do not have email addresses on file, who do not release their email addresses within the organization, or who 
select to receive a print newsletter via their profile will receive a print newsletter. Local Groups must comply with their deliv-
ery requests." 
 
“Default release” refers to the flag on your member profile that tells the National Office and groups that you do or do not 
want an electronic newsletter. Right now, if you haven’t specified print or electronic, the default is to send you a print news-
letter. The proposed motion reverses this practice IF you have not specified print or electronic. If you have already selected 
either, your choice remains in effect until you change it. 
 
* The upcoming postal transition to the Intelligent Mail Barcode and other toughening requirements will pose additional chal-
lenges for groups who take advantage of “automated discounts” with their mailings. 
 
 Robin Crawford 
Communications Officer 
 

Local News: Columbia River Mensa, Local Group 989 Annual Financial Report 

 

Cash balance, April 1, 2010 $7723.33   
Revenue Dues and testing income from American Mensa $888.69  

 Investment income (CD) $31.55  

 Total revenue  $920.24 

Expenses Advertising, PR, marketing $11.00  

 Newsletter (postage, printing) $358.59  

 Total expenses  $369.59 

Cash balance, March 31, 2011 $8273.98   
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National News: Possible Upcoming Changes to Newsletter Distribution 
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Ambulance Days—Tim Dees   
 
Like many of you, I put myself through college. I washed dishes, ran tests in a veterinary 
medical lab, and worked the counter at a convenience store chain. That job provided 
inspiration for my law enforcement career. After being shot at three times in the space of 
less than a year, I wanted a job where I could shoot back. By far, the most memorable of 
my college jobs was as an ambulance jockey, an EMT, on private ambulance services 
around the San Francisco Bay Area.  

The one that was most memorable was in San Mateo, CA--Silva's Ambulance. The am-
bulances were pink, because that was the owner's wife's favorite color. Pink bed linen, 
and when I got there, they were just moving away from pink shirts, as they were too diffi-
cult to find. Bob Silva never bought a new ambulance. They were all used Cadillacs, as 
he believed a used Cadillac was much classier than a new van-type that actually ran. I was taking a woman in labor 
to a hospital in San Francisco when the tranny gave up the ghost in Hunter's Point. I'd told Bob the day before that it 
was on its last legs, and he advised that I should shut up and drive what I was given to drive. We were dead in the 
water, and just barely within radio range to call for another rig to take our patient.  

The county came out with some new regs for gear that had to be on the rig, and one requirement was an obstetrics 
kit. Pre-packaged OB kits from Dyna-Med were $7.50 each. Silva bought one. He put it on a rig, sent it to be in-
spected, then brought that one back and put the same kit on the next rig to be inspected. When it was finally left in 
the rig he usually drove, he wrapped it in strapping tape to discourage anyone from actually using it. It wasn't like we 
didn't need OB kits. I delivered three babies while I worked there.  

The electronic sirens we’re so used to now were just coming into widespread use in the 1970s. Most of our ambu-
lances were equipped with mechanical sirens that wound up slowly when activated. They had brakes on them, and 
if you forgot to brake the siren before you left the rig, it would take a minute or more to wind down, growling the 
whole time. The big daddy of these mechanical sirens was the Federal Q2. Some of these are still in use on fire 
engines. The Q2 is a massive thing, and drew so much power that the engine would knock when you leaned on the 
button too long—the spark plugs didn’t get enough voltage. Few man-made things are as loud as a Q2. One day, 
while en route back to the station with a new attendant, I stopped at a Safeway for some groceries. I left the at-
tendant in the rig, telling him to tap the siren if we got a call. When the call came in, he didn’t tap on the horn ring 
that activated the siren—he held it down. The ambulance was parked facing the store and its large plate glass win-
dows. I heard the siren, then heard the window start to reverberate in its frame as it resonated with the blast of sonic 
waves—“whap-whap-whap-whapwhapWhapWhapWHAPWHAPWHAP.” I made it back to the rig, screaming ineffec-
tively, before the window shattered.  

Between the mechanical siren, separate heater for the rear compartment, more blinking lights than a Vegas casino, 
etc., the ambulances needed a lot of electrical power. A single battery would be dead before you got to the hospital, 
so most ambulances had two car batteries, cross-connected via a big rotary Cole-Hersee switch. The switch, which 
looked a little like the access cover to your house’s sewer cleanout pipe, had four positions: Battery One, Battery 
Two, Both, and Off. “Both” was the usual setting, but when the rig was parked, it was common to switch it to “Off,” 
so the batteries wouldn’t be drained if you had forgotten to turn something off. This effectively disconnected the bat-
teries from the rest of the rig. If you wanted to have some fun with another crew, you could turn everything in their 
rig on, but leave the Cole-Hersee switch off. When they turned it back on, hilarity would ensue.  

The gear we had in these ambulances was very basic, and most of us purchased and brought our own equipment to 
work, rather than provide inferior care for our patients. I bought my own stethoscope and sphygmomanometer 
(blood pressure cuff), chemical cold packs, wire ladder splints, ammonia “wake up gizmo” ampules, etc. Consuma-
ble supplies, such as self-adhering Kerlix bandages and waterproof tape, were stolen from the hospitals. The band-
ages we had on board, furnished by the company, were made of crumbling linen material from the Korean War era. 
Oropharyngeal airways were supposed to either used once and discarded, or autoclaved between patients. We had 
neither replacement airways nor an autoclave, so we wiped them clean with alcohol and hoped for the best.  

Our suction apparatus was powered through the engine’s vacuum manifold. Suction power went to zero when the 
engine was accelerating. If you were trying to clear gunk from a patient’s airway while your driver was flooring it, 
you’d tell him to coast until you had made some progress.  

We weren’t allowed to say someone was dead, even if the flesh was falling from their bones. Law enforcement offic-
ers could make that determination, but doing so meant they would have to remain at the scene until the coroner 
arrived, which could take hours. This being the case, many officers chose to see some glimmer of life in corpses 

 



P A G E  4   

 

long past resurrection. We responded to an “11-80” (traffic accident with serious injuries) attended by a member of 
the California Highway Patrol to find a pickup truck that had rolled over with an unfortunate passenger in the back. 
The passenger had not quite been decapitated, as his head was hanging by a few strips of flesh. This was one of 
the more obvious dead people I had encountered, but the Chippie ordered us to run him in. Getting the body onto 
the gurney had the same effect achieved in kosher slaughterhouses, where the neck veins are severed and the 
blood is allowed to drain from the carcass. By the time we got to the hospital, the floor of the rear compartment 
was literally awash in blood, with it sloshing over my boots. I called the office and told them we would be out of 
service for a while.  

This pre-dated the AIDS scare, and even though hepatitis and other bloodborne pathogens were just as nasty then 
as now (and there was no vaccine), we had no latex gloves to wear. Back then, gloves were worn by medical peo-
ple to protect the patient from infection. There wasn’t a lot of thought given to protecting the caregivers. I remem-
ber cleaning up after an especially gruesome call and thinking that I wasn’t just cleaning something, but rather 
someone, out from under my fingernails.  

One case where we didn’t have to transport was at the home of an older gentleman. I never knew the  
circumstances that prompted the call, but we arrived a few minutes after the fire department and before the cops. 
As we walked up to the house, the firemen were walking out, chuckling to one another. “He’s dead!” they said with 
some amusement. We entered the bedroom to find an older man lying supine on top of his bed, naked. Rigor had 
set in, so he had been gone for some time. What the firefighters found so funny was that the man had expired 
while engaged in an act of self-pleasure, and still had the weapon in hand. My partner and I looked at each other 
and registered much the same expression the firemen had. As we walked out, the cops were just arriving. “He’s 
dead!” we told them. I suppose there are worse ways to go, but that’s not how I want to be found.  

I ran a lot of calls at Silva's. The shifts were 120 hours long--yes, five days straight.  You got paid straight time 
($2.00/hour in 1974) for the first eight hours, a guaranteed time-and-a-half for five more hours, and were unpaid for 
three hours of meals, whether you actually got to eat them or not. Between midnight and eight in the morning, you 
got overtime for the time you were actually in service on the call. If you rolled and were cancelled two minutes out--
which was common--you got two minutes of overtime. I swear some of those rigs could find their own way home, 
because there were many nights I have no memory of having driven them there. When my days off finally arrived, I 
would usually sleep through at least one of them. 

The full Silva's uniform was a sartorial delight. Each time they would give me a new uniform article, it would fall to a 
mysteriously tragic end, so I wore a white shirt, navy blue knit slacks, and a nylon bomber jacket. If you wanted to 
show you were management material, the required outfit consisted of a white (formerly pink) shirt with royal blue 
trousers and Ike jacket. The trousers had white piping down each leg, as did the cuffs of the jacket. On each shoul-
der of the Ike jacket was a huge purple and gold patch, proclaiming the wearer to be employed by Silva's Ambu-
lance Service, the words spelled out in metallic script. One was also obliged to wear a royal blue CHP clip-on neck 
tie. Mandatory accessories to the ensemble included a gold metal nametag, white belt, and white leather shoes. 
Worn on the shirt or jacket was a shield-type gold badge, about the size of a soup plate. All the badges identified 
the wearers as "Technician," except for Bob Silva's. His said, "Owner." There was a $20 deposit on the badge. 
Those who were really in with the in crowd had huge custom Western-style belt buckles with their first names 
spelled out diagonally, and the corners adorned with red crosses, stars of life, or tiny ambulances. However, the 
crowning glory accessory--and I only saw one of these--was a gold tie bar, wider than the tie itself, with a fine gold 
chain attached to either end of the bar. Dangling from the chain was a pink Cadillac ambulance. Its wearer was 
extremely proud of this, and wouldn't tell anyone where he got it, lest someone steal his thunder.  

Employee turnover was around 200% annually, and I was a prized employee because I always showed up on time 
and sober. I was able to work full time on school vacations and summer, and from Friday evening to early Monday 
morning, when I'd leave to make it to my first class at San Jose State. It wasn't uncommon to have an employee 
go AWOL, and have the cops show up a day or so later, looking for them. You had to be fingerprinted to get an 
ambulance driver's license, but all you needed to work as an attendant was a first aid card, which management 
would procure for you for a small fee.  

There was one very senior employee whose name was also Bob. Bob thought he was the manager, and would tell 
you he was if asked, despite advice to the contrary if one of the Silvas was listening. Bob was very possessive of 
"his" ambulance, which was always the newest one (given that they were all used, "new" was a relative term). One 
night, I had just come in to work, and a call came in. The dispatcher told me to take it, so I grabbed an attendant 
and got in the first rig I saw. It was Bob's, of course. When I returned, Bob screamed my face, lest I forget that that 
particular rig was HIS ambulance, and I had better stay the hell out of it if I knew what was good for me. Bob had 
an apartment near the main station, so he didn't have to sleep at the station when he was on duty. If you were 
Bob's attendant (Bob never worked in the back unless there was some real hero stuff going on), you were allowed 
to drive Bob's ambulance to his place, where you switched seats. That night, a co-conspirator and I did a little cus-
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tomizing to Bob's rig. When he got in the next morning, he found the handle on the driver's door adorned with 
some adhesive tape, reading "Bob's Door Handle." Inside, more tape indicated Bob's Steering Wheel, Bob's Ciga-
rette Lighter, Bob's Gearshift, Bob's Turn Indicator, Bob's Accelerator, Bob's Radio, Bob's Other Radio, and so on. 
Tucked under Bob's Sun Visor was a card on a little string, trimmed to drop to eye level: "Hi, Bob."   

Silva's didn't have the market cornered on odd employees. A rival company employed a guy we called Captain 
Action. Captain Action worked for a company that had more traditional uniforms, but still included a badge. The 
issued badge wasn't up to Captain Action's high standards. He had his own badge made up. It was a thing 
of beauty. It was a gold seven-point star (the most common style of police badge in those parts), but much 
larger than most police badges. It put the Silva's badge to shame on size alone. I remember it had a big 
California State Seal in the middle, and a lot of text on the banners and inner ring. There was so much let-
tering on the badge that I never got to finish reading it, although I saw it often. Captain Action also wore a 
police-style Sam Browne belt with various snaps and cases, including a cuff case, cuffs, and a baton ring. I 
never saw a baton, but I'm sure he had it around somewhere.  

Captain Action loved to talk on the radio. Each ambulance had two radios, one on the company channel, 
and one that broadcasted on a shared, county-wide channel, called County Control. There was no direct 
channel to the hospitals, so one was obliged to tell County Control what you had and where you were 
bringing it, so the dispatcher could give the appropriate ER the heads up. An appropriate message might 
be something like, "County Control, Ambulance 3335, en route Code 3 to Peninsula Medical with an un-
conscious head injury." Captain Action preferred to be somewhat more detailed, and made liberal use of 
the phonetic alphabet. "County Control, Ambulance 3330, en route Peninsula Medical Center with a 33-
year-old white male with a history of cardiac myopathy, I spell CHARLES-ADAM-ROBERT-DAVID-IDA-ADAM-
CHARLES-BREAK-MARY-YELLOW-OCEAN-PAUL-ADAM-TOM-HENRY-YELLOW..." 

After one of these lengthy narratives (keep in mind that there were ten or twelve other ambulances in the county 
that used the same channel), the dispatcher was oddly silent. Captain Action made another try to ensure his mes-
sage made it through. "County Control, Ambulance 3330, did you copy?" 

"Ambulance 3330, County Control, TOM-EDWARD-NORA-BREAK-FRANK-OCEAN-UNION-ROBERT." 

Ah, the good old days. 

 
 
 
 
 
 
Giggle Giggle Snort 
What do you call cheese that isn’t yours? “Nacho cheese.” 

What has four legs, is big, green, fuzzy, and if it fell out of a tree would kill you? “A pool table.” 

Where do you find a dog with no legs? “Right where you left him.” 

Why do bagpipers walk when they play? “They’re trying to get away from the noise.” 

Why do gorillas have big nostrils?  “Because they have big fingers.” 

What do you get when you cross a pit bull with a collie? “A dog that runs for help after it bites your leg off.” 

What does it mean when the flag is at half staff at the post office? “They’re hiring.” 

 

Reminder 
The chapter will reim-
burse part of your tick-
et price if you go to the 

AG. 
Buy yours today!  
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January’s Answers  
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  1 1 1 2                               

  1 2 1 1                               
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      7 4                               
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      1 1                               

  1 3 3 1                               

3 1 7 1 3                               

      3 3                               

B&W PrismaPixels 

1)      Here is a schematic plan of an orchard (see pic), with the 
green circles representing trees.  Can you divide the orchard 
into four parts, such that each part is the same size and same 
shape, and has the same number of trees? 
see attached answer  

2)      Let’s suppose that a 
couple has four children.  All 
four of the children could be 
the same sex, there could be 
three of one sex and one of 
another, or the sexes could be 
balanced two and two.  Which 
possibility is most likely? 
There are 16 possible permuta-
tions of the four children: 
BBBB, BBBG, BBGB, BBGG, 
…, etc.  8 of the permutations 

are 3-to-1 making it the most likely outcome. 

3)      Can you make the following equation correct by moving 
just one digit? 
62 - 63 = 1 
Move the first “6” higher and place it on the right side of the 
“2” (so it now reads 2 to the 6th power).  This makes the 
equation work:  26 – 63 = 1. 

It’s Logical 

Take a look at the grid below  You'll see number clues above and to the le , 
which will help you solve the puzzle, resul ng in a recognizable picture.  Each 
number tells you how many adjacent squares to color in that row or column.  
In a row with the numbers "6 and 2", you will color a block of 6 squares fol‐
lowed by a block of 2 squares.  There must be at least one empty square be‐
tween each colored‐in block, which you can indicate with a dot or an X.  Be 
careful about assump ons; only color a square or mark it with an X when 
you're absolutely sure.  Good luck!  
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1 1 4                               

2 2 2                               

1 1 1                               

1 1 1                               

  3 1                               

January’s Answer 

1)      In what sense is this order of the numbers from 1 to 10 
palindromic, (that is, reading the same from le  to right as 
right to le )? 
1   4   3   5   10   2   6   9   8   7 

2)      Can you cut this horseshoe (see 
pic) into six separate pieces by making 
just two straight cuts?  

3)      Erica and John are standing in the 
same ca le field at the same  me. Erica 
can see the same number of bulls and 
cows in the field. However, John can 
see twice as many cows as bulls. How 
can this be and how many cows and 
bulls are there in the field? 

Local O
fficers 


